"Mademoiselle Claire, they are looking for you all
over the place."

Her hands were now upon her knees, the fingers
curved, as though she had just let fall some repugnant
object. A combination of sweat and tears gleamed on
her puffy cheeks. Francois crossed the floor in front
of her, and threw the shutters open. A few spots of
rain entered the room. The sound of falling nuts
reached his ears from the little paddock below,
deadened by the rain.

"Claire, what is the matter with you ? Your mother
is in a terrible state."

al have killed him."

"Whom?"

"Jean."

Francois looked carefully round the room. There
was no sign of a body.

"Pull yourself together, Claire !*

But she went on, imperturbable and icy:

"I killed him. Alice was with him."

Fran?ois suddenly remembered the young girl who
had been so good at crying in the first house where
he had been hospitably received, Alice, the weeping
fiancee. It all comes back to me now, the father's
reference to a certain Jean. I am beginning to under-
stand.

"You had a suspicion, Claire?"

"I knew nothing.*

"Where is he?"

"I fired at him, or, rather, at her: that is all I
remember."

It was Claire, then, and not the sportsman, who
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